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BARBERING OVER HERE
NOT LIKE HOME VARIETY

We Had Mud in America, We Have Grown Used
"to War Bread, But Monsieur le Coiffeur

i Is Still Very Much a Stranger .

‘It you are nursing an idea that at
some -time in the near future you are
coming to France, start right now and
coliect together all the razors you cap
get your hands on. If you haven't ¢he
money with which te buy them, beg,
horrow op steal—well, you Know how
Rastus got the melon.

Don't stop with razors, but bring along
all the loose shaving sticks, brushes and
talcuni’ powder you cap cram in your bar-
rack bag. You may not need all of thew
yourself, but you'll sure find someone
over here who either forgot to bring an
outfit or didn’t think he would need one.
To convinee you, I'll testify to the follow-
ing.

ifter riding all night in a mispiaced
refrigerator, my outfit landed at a lfttle
village In France. I'd gone ten days
without # shave, and when we'd finally
tocated for the night, Buck Sears came
up to me rubbing his face with his right
nand and holding a hunk of brown bread
tn his left that looked like a submarine
after n depth charge had exploded nnder
it.
“How's your  whiskers?” he says,
“Mine's so tall they're all follin’ over”
And he mukes another dive at the toy sub.

“Aln’t you got no razor?’. I suys.

“Plum  forgot to bring one”” says
Buck, like he was down in a well some-
where.

“Crawl out of that toaf o' punk,” I
says, “and we'll see’f we cnn find a
barber.”

Soothing Top’s Feelings

We promised the top-cutter we'd bring
back some essence of grapes 80's not to
hurt his feelings any by disappearing in
& strange land, and started out looking
for adventure,

We attracted some attention-—we two
woolles from the West, When we'd pass
anyoue, they'd wait till we got by and
then they'd stop and look back, like we
were a couple of suspects that everyone
wasg hep to.

rGosh! Did somebody pin u sign on
your back or somethin’?” Buck asks,
looking me over. But there wasn't any-
thing there.

We went on a ways and ¢unme on some
children playing in the middle of the
streetf, B

“Penuy! Penuy--peuny ! they all
started shouting at the same time and
dove for us like we were long lost grand
uncles or something.

“I thought we left these kids back at
that town we came through this morning
—al, what you call it?’ Buck asks

Must Have One Somewhere

“Maybe we dki” I says; “but they've
canght up with us again.”

After we'd made our escipe we started
looking for a barber shop,

Now, if you don't know what to look
for over here, you've got a job on your
hands trying to find it. We went into
alleys, buck doors, front doors and even
landed up in a cellar, but we failed to
find & barber shop.

“Maybe they ain't got such things in
this country,” suys Buek,

“Yes they huve!” 1 asxsured bim,
remewber reuding ahout one once’

So we climbed the stairs and starts out
aguin,

Presently, 1 saw u man through an
open door whetting a razor. He was
using his sboe for a strop. Over the door
was a sign reading “Coiffeur.”

“Here's a koffer” 1 says, reading the
sign.  “We'll try him,”

So Buck and I steps in like we owned
the joint, .

“Bonsoir” says the guy whetting his
TAZOT.

“Bon-what? Buck asks him but he
didn’t say anything back.

We shook off our blouses while- the
stuge was being set for our execution.
Theré was another guy there who had »
second chair and I made for that, while
Ruck takes the seat up front.

You can use any kind of a chair over
here for a barber chair, The only way
the plain dining-room chalr differs from
the chairs used by the French barbers ix
that it’s more comfortable and yon cun
Jean back farther. The architect who
deslgned the French barber chair sure
was short on geometry and physiology,
Tle patterned the seat and the back sfter
his square and forgot that the hummnu
spine has a slight bend In it,

I sat down in the thing and waited to
be tipped back, In front of me was
n large mirror, where I could see myself
straight In the eyes while the execntion
took piace. Had I harbored a grouch
over something, U'm afraid that sitting
theré that way summing yourself up

oy

while another guy made life miserable
for me would have brought nbout trouble,
But there was so much on that face in
front of me that didn't belong there that
I couldn’t tell whether I was mad at my-
self or uot,

Presently, the scene was set for both
Buck and me. I looked over at him and
he was kind of Ilsoking the proposition
over before saying unything.

“How do you feel”" I asks him.

“ILike beatin' it for home,” he says,

Finally, the artlst stops whetting his
razor and begins to moan. I make out
that he's singing, but couldn't catch any
of the words.

“Raxer,’ he says, turping round and

ing mwotions like he was washing his
face,

“Sure,” I says, “I want my face
washed. Do you think 1 want to go
home lookin' like this?”

But he goes ou putting his hone and
hoe away lke he dldn’t hear me.

“Go on an’ wash your own racg."
says Buck, “you'll feel more like
walkin' back to cawp” So I did.

After I'd got my face washed and
dried, he grabs something from a tuble
and points it at me.

“1.dpk ont—he may have that thing
loaded,” Buck warns me,

But be was too Iate. It was loaded all
rights with some kind of hair tonic or
something, When he turned it on it was
like a hose. The stuff hit me in the face
and ran down my neck, reminding me
of an Oregon rain storm.

Then this guy comes at me with a
powder puff like Sister Susie lugs to
church with her. It’s soft and fuzzy and
tickles my face.

Too Much for Buck

Buck let ont a how! and I looks over
to see what's happened., He's got this

HEY Wt 0O Youse
Tl L AM AN viow - |

“He was goin’ to paint my lips with some of that.red stuff’

.

looking me over. “Ou bien couper les
chereyr?”

=1 want a shave” T says

He looked bewildered.

“A shave!™ I barks at him,
Sheg-vee-—shave I

He seemed to get me. He took the
razor and made motions of cutting bis
own beard,

“Ife wants his toe nuails eclipped!”

Buek breaks in on our argument, huf 1
stops Bim and nods my head to the
tier,
* FThen the trouble started. He.wrapped
a handkerchief around my shoulders,
tucked one corner down thé back of my
neck and began spreading his lather like
whitewash. .

Like American Brother

During this performance, he displayed
some of the skill of his brother barber
over in America, le filled my ears,
shirt collar and nose with soap suds.

His next act was to seize the razor.
Never did he offer to soften my whiskers
by rubbing the lather in nor was he so
thoughtful as to apply 2 bot towel, 1e
put his hand on my forehead, pushed my
lend bhack until I choked. and then he
rounenced !

Never will 1 forget that fen minutes
of torture, Buck was groaning and
pufiing for wind, but I badn't any time
to inguire as to his suffering,

Tirst, my friend began at the bottom
and went straight to tbe top. Wouve
beard how newsboys and shipping clerks
did tbat. This artist was something
like them, only he went up much faster,
How many whiskers that dull rasor
pulled out on its way up from my collar
to my temple I'll never know, of course.
but it got most of them! )

After reaching the top, one usually
comes down. e did that. He started
at my temple on the opposite side and
went dowu. 'Then he zigzaged round my
ohin, back again and up over my lip.

Apparently. the job was done, all but
having my face washed. 1 waited for
the hot towel while my fiee burned like
a nest of bees bad lit on it

Just Like Barney Oldfield

I looked over ar Buck agitin and he
s looking at e, a kind of sickly
smile curting his lps,

“How does it go? he says.

“fle's got as much speed as Barney
Oldfield.” 1 tells him, “but bow's it
foe] 7

Ruck lets 3 groan out of himself and
slips an inch forward in the chaly,

I looks around and my friend's got &
pan of water in front of me and muk-

“Shave!

MOTHER GOOSE
FOR DOUGHBOYS

Ba-ba, Canteen-munn, have you any Buil?
Yes sir; yes, sir--three bags full,
One for the captain and two for the cook,
But none for the doughboy a-bathin’ in
the brook!
- - L

Bergeant O'Keefe has come to grief——

His men? It js hard to find ‘em.

Though they bave no maps, they'll be
back by taps,

Jach with his tale behind him!

* = @

A diller, a dollar, a gdiligent scholar,
O'er what do you wrack your bean?
It used to be the infantry drill,
But now it's a Ford muchine!

L * L
There was a mess sergeant who lived
in a hut, - .
His bosrders contracted & pain in the

e, »
For be forced them on slum for a whole
month to feed,
‘Which lessened thelr love for the Army
indeed.
* L .

Corpr'l McBlooem, he went to the QM.
To- get his poor squad some shoes;
But when he got there the Q.M. was

bare,
And so the poor squad’s bound to lose!
* * »
Hickory, dickory, dock,
The bugler followed the clock.
The clock was fast and the bugler was

gassed ;
Hickory, dickory, dock.
. * L] -
Jacigand Bili went up the hill
To get a pail of water;
Along came a shell—Bill ran ilke héll,
And Jack came bumplng after!
. * L]
Hey-diddle-diddle! The ILoot, in the
middle

Of night, waked the whole platoon;
The bunch got sore at the false alarm

E‘Axxd g0t even by cussing the moon.

NOBODY HURT, BUT—

There's u certain cross-roads back of a
certain sector on the American front that
the Germans fake a particular delight in
shelling. Near the crc o:ads there is
a dugout. Men working wvearby live
there. Just at supper time on a recent
evening the Boche hegan shelling the
road. The men were in the dugout,
They beard a shell coming. Then it
arrived. It came straight through the
door, and went smack through the soup
kettle.

“Nobody hurt, but hell, look at the
soup!” was the report of the sergeant
& few minutes later.

“That’s one boy that certainly came
fn without knocking.” he added as he
surveyed the soup-sodden’ficor,

THEY'RE ON THE WAY

“Send” four roundhouses.”

These aren’t the words, probably, but
they contain the purport of a cablegram
from GIH.Q, AEF. sent not many
weeks ngo. It was an American order,
and it is being filled ifp the American
way.

One of the roundhouses is in France
pow and nearly erected, and another is
belng transported to the site it will oc-
cupy. The otbers will be here shortly,
They will house the steaming steeds of
the chemin de fer of the American
troope.

MEURICE

HOTEL and
RESTAURANT
228 Rue de Rivoli
{Opposite Teileries Cordens)

Besteraat Oyt o i,

front chalr barber by the shirt coltar
et he's getting ready to choke him.

“Here!" 1 says, “that won't do!
That's no way to act in a man’s place
of business! What's the trouble, any-
way?

“Never mind what’'s the trouble”
Huek says: “let's pay ’em and get the
hell ont 1™

So I gave the Artist No, 1 a five-franc
note that T'd got on the hoat and got
it a)l back in change but half & franc,
which he had the nerve to retaln for
prosecution fees, .

“What happened in there?’ I asks
Buck when we were out in the street
again,

“Why,” he says in low tones, “do you
know what that bird tried to do to me!
He was goin’ to paint my lips with
some of that red stuff actors nse te make
‘em pretty!”

“Anyway, ¢t was worth half a franc
to get rid ¢’ them whiskers,” I says to
Buck after we'd walked along for a
ways,

“The experience waa worth ten times
that much,” he sayx, Rind of laughing,

1t was, too. But once is plenty.

That night T woke up suddenly and
found Buck sitting up in bed. {le was
ahout half tke and mumbling some-
thing to himself,

“Wlat's up now?” 1 asks him,

“Wh what- —-" Then he woke up.

“What's the matter 1 sa)

“T was dreamin’ T ow:
sayvs, O, damn that bay

—SETH T BATLEY, Corp. 1uf.

ctor,” he

A.LF. WAR WRITERS
IN THICK OF THINGS

Three Correspondents(}ét
Close Call When Boche
Shelling Starts

SHRAPNEL N1CKS HEADGEAR

French Doctor Binds Own Wounds
and Sticks to Post in
Dugout Hospital

Three A.E.F, war corresponlents had
a narrow call the other day on the ocen-
sion of the first shelling of an Ameriean
rest-billet village by German artillery
-the three being Herbert Corey of the
Axssociated Newspapers, Lincoln Eyre of
the New York World, and C. C. Lyon
of the Newspaper Enterprise Assocta-
tion,

Together they were standing in the
village styeet, looking for all the world
as peaceful as the group in “The Ange-
lus," when sl of a sudden-—

WHANGO!

When Lincoln Eyre looked around, he
gnw Lyon picking himself up from the
ground., A shrapnel fragmeunt, striking
his Carnegie “bowler,” had knocked
him off his feet, and battered 1 good
gfized dent in the helmet itself. Lyon
wasn't hurt: but a man can’t have a
atray gob of shrupmel bean him on top
of hls artificial crust, thereby making
a noise like the -gong announcing the
fast lap of the relay race, without =say-
ing- something,

As to what Friend Lyon said, Friends
Corey and Eyre differ. IFriend Corey
says that he sald “Ouch!” Friend Eyre
Insists that he said “Hell!” Lyon ,the
vietim, modestly refuses to commit him-
self, Perhaps, after all he doesn't re-
meinber what he said, and who can
biume him?

Eyre’s Turn Next

The next thing ‘re knew he him.
self was stunned. hix ears filled up by a
hioflow rear. and his eves registering
giddily on a lot of things thiat were going
ahout hix head like a werry-go-round.
When he recovered --quite unhurt—bhe
made his way to the improvised dugout
hoxpital in the village nof so much for
trentment as to wateh an  Amerfean
medico-major and & French medeein do
thelr work, side hy side. In other words,
he got right on the job, the minute he
otme to.

Corey's verfion of the ineldent Is this:

“The shrap shell {the one that regis-
tered on Lyon's head} had given the
(lerman gunner's the precise range.
Things began to happen vo fast that
1 wax dazed by the speed of it. Four
big shells fell almoxt amongst us. o | .

“Fyre was in the middie of the street
—I do not know hew he got there, for
a moment before be hid been at my
stde—when T saw him stagger. He had
been stunned by the =heil that had
wornded a French soldier

Then he adds what Eyre,
did not add:

“Fyre and the Frenchmnn had heen

toddestly,

trying 1o resch a wounded man. just
as the shell eame”
After that  Cerey  went along  with

Lyon to the doctars’ dugout
hospital,  Ile was standing by the door.,
chatting nonchalantly with the major
and the French surgeon when--but let
him {ell it:

“1 do not know precisely what hap-
pened.  But there wax a flash and an
enormeus sound and iustantly the al-
ready smoke filled air becitine dense, 1
picked myxelf up  inside the  hospital
door.”

Ite disxcovered that the two doctors

Fxve amd

were alse pieking themselves up. He and
the Americun major were all right ex-
capt for a few bruises—the lot of any
man who falls with force on a hard foor
—~but the French doctor had been
wounded in three places. Nevertheless,
the Frenchman, a8 soon us his wounds
were dressed—and he dressed them him-
self—rejoined his Amerlcan eolleague in
looking after his men. And, according
te Corey, the American verdict at such
ucky action was: “If he don’t get a
scoration, it'll be & damn shame!™
The three much tossed about nnd buf-
foted correspondents sat in the hospital
dugout until the bombardment dled
down, They walted a good ten minutes
to hear another explosion—nothing do-
ing. Then the colonel, their host, started
out of the dugout, up a stairway that
ied into a redolent kitchen.
“Supper time,” he announced,
military brevity.

The trio needed no second invitation,
As Lord Bacon did not say, “Shelling
muketh au empty man’™

with

OLD COLLEGE STARS
ON LEAGUE'S ROSTER

Engineers Went Through
Last European Season
Undefeated

‘The — Engineers are organizing a
baseball league, it Includes teams repre-
senting four companies of the regiment
at Camp —— and severil other orgnan-
zations there. The regiment includes o
number of well known atbletes, former
college players and several old pros and
semi-pros.

Last sunimer they formed i team and
won every game they played in France
and Enginnd,  One company now g try-
ing out 30 candidates for places on its
nine, and a like cagerness to get Into
the game is being displayed by other
orgatizations to be represented,

One company, for instance, inclades
the following college stars: Greenway,
baseball and football, of Washington and
Jefferson; Dart, busebaill, football and
basketball, of Westminster; Hodges, of
West Virglnin; Traxler of Purdue;
seorge of Villa Nova; Watson, football
and basebull, of Penn State; Kesner,
footbarll and baseball, of Carnegie Tech,

In addition to these players the com-
pany bhas Munns of Pittsburgh High,
Woods of Greensburg Iigh, and Damon,
Demond, Tench, Yount, Sloan and others
of amateur fame.

BOYS!

No War Prices for

i "SWAN” Fountain Pens

PAPER WAR-MONEY
COLLECTORS of CHAMBER of
COMMERCE BILLS ard BILLS
from the INVADED DISTRICTS
should apply for CATALOGUE,
Write for copointment and comlt:
A. LIONEL ISAACS,

29 Rue de Moscou. PARIS,

Cole tiniw ferined nud dessleraia <ongit for.

MAPS FOR ALL FRONTS

Plans, Guides, Aeronautic
Maps for American Officers
and Soldiers.

CAMPBELL'S MAP STORE

Librarie des Cartes Lampbell)

7, Moe Sunt-latare. Paris ey,
fudway Station, Nord-Sud, Notie-Dane-de-Lorette,

“CHING GUM" MUCH SOUGHT

A.B.F. Men Transplanting the
Great American Vice

“Ching gum?
Muybe you've heard this query spoken
i the expectunt tone of a French nine-
year-old, He ix asking yeu for chewing
gum americaine.
Sometimes he gets a little closer the
mark by making hix request “ching
ching” gum, but chewing is n word which
s far has detied the juvenile tongues
of this land.

Chewing gun wasiCt entirely new to
Framnce when the American soldlers

came, but its use was restricted to the
larger citles. With the Christmas
flood of packages from the States came
chewing gum and, after that, its in-
troduction te the coming generation,
via the'generous soldler.

Chewing gum has corrupteil whole
French towns. They have got the hnbit,
and It 18 about as gerious as the tobacco
scarcity. It Js a commonplace now for
an American soldier to receive ten re-
quests for ‘“ching” gum between the
Y.M.C.A. hut nnd quarters.

French children are the best man-
nered in the world, but they’ve got to
violate their code to put in a request
tor “ching.”

Boulogne-sur-Mer, Brest. Cacn, Calais,

Neacy, Nantes,
ot , Tours, Trouville, Tro

AMERICAN MILITARY and NAVAL FORCES
CREDIT LYONNAIS

Head Qf!ice:
Central Office: PARIS, 19 Boulevarddes Italiend
BANKING BUSINESS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION
WITH ENGLISH-8PEAKING STAFF'
EVERY FACILITY FOR FOREIGNERS
Branches in all princigal French towns,

Amiens, Angere, Angouléme, Bor-le-Duc, . Belfort, B
Cannes, Cette, Chaumont, Dieppe,

Dunkirk, Epernay. Epinal, Fécamp, Havre, ’
joe, idrleans, Rennes, Roohfort, Rauen, Saint-Ditier, Saint-Malo
, Vannes, Verseitled, Vitry.de-Frencois, Bourges
Clermont-Ferrand, Isodun, Nevers, Ssint-Rapha#), Vierson.

LYONS

others the 1]

A,

Di{on.
n helle, Limogss, Marsailles.

BURBERRYS

Military Outfitters
8 Boulevard Malesherbes, PARIS

SUPPLY

AMERICAN OFFICERS
- Direct—or through their AGENTS
behind the lines with every necessacy

Article of War Equipment.

TRENCH WARMS
TUNICS & BREECHES
OVERCOATS
IMPERMEABLES
TRENCH CAPS

SAM BROWNE BELTS
INSIGNIA etc., ete.

BEST QUALITY at
REASONABLE PRICES.

AGENTS IN FRANCE
Holding Stocks of Burberry Coode,

BESANCON— Goldschmidt.

CHAUMONT — Lisse, 47 Rus Bux#e
reviltes,

LANGRES - Prudent-May, Rue Diderot.

NANCY-- Mittepied, Rue du Pont-Mouja

Beile fardinitre.

NANTES—Delpiancg, 15 Rus Crébilion.

RENNES—Garard, 1 Rus Le Bastard.

SAUMUR — Dapét  Burberry, 1 Rue
Beaurepaire.

7OURS—§d\vin, 10 Avenue do Gram.
mant,

-

| R-READY SAFETY RAZOR

| Greetings from the famous Ever-Ready Dollar Safety Razor,
the Razors and Blades Used by Millions at Home and by the Enlisted Men.

PLENTIFULLY STOCKED AT YOUR ARMY CANTEEN.

FOR “OVER HERE” AND “OVER THERE."

The “Ever-Ready” Safety Razor is Solidly Best, Irrespective of Price. Uncle Sam
Thinks so, Millions of Users Know so; We Prove it and You'll Admit it

The Standard Dollar Outfit or the More Elaborate Combination Qutfits

at $2.50, $3, $5 and $6 are Proportionally Big Value.

At Dealers Everywhere—“Qver Here” and “Over There.”

Extra “Ever-Ready” Radio Blades, the Blades that
make the “Ever-Ready” Marvelous, 6 for 30c.

AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR CO., INC., Makers, BROOKLYN, N.Y.




